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daily contacts too great to be endured. They fratted; first surreptitiously, then openly.
The General Election moved upon us in an atmosphere of political apathy. One unit at Luneberg tried to run a mock election, and had enormous difficulty in persuading any candidates to come forward. The first man who offered himself was a Communist, one of the fanatical minority who are ever ready to work, talk, and fight for their cause. The Colonel was horrified. Next, a Labour candidate came forward. The Colonel was only a shade less horrified. I think the sergeant-major had to speak fairly firmly to the men to get them to put forward a Liberal and, eventually, a Conservative candidate. However, the War Office got wind of it and objected that the whole thing was contrary to King's Regulations.
We, at the Press camp, listened to the party leaders' speeches with slightly more interest than the troops, but most of us had no votes. I remember that when Mr. Churchill broadcast, a visiting officer who had been celebrating a trifle overwisely and had then got caught in a thunderstorm came dripping through the door, singing
Hound and round the mulberry bush The monkey chivvied the weasel.
Then he roared with laughter, unaware that he had made a zany's comment 011 this sudden lapse into party politics before the war in the East was over.
Second Army moved its headquarters to Bad Oeynhausen, universally referred to as "Bad Oysters," and the Press camp followed to Herford, near at hand, where we took over another hotel. I was now in that jaded mental and physical condition when one finds it next to impossible to take any real interest in life. In addition, I was suffering from a slight eye complaint called blepharitis, caused by the dust and wind of too much jeeping. I was desperately anxious to see my family again, yet wished to hang on until I had at least paid one visit to Berlin. The Russians were being awkward about admitting the allied Press to Berlin, but at last it looked as though we could go. Then, suddenly, the prospect of Berlin loomed with infinite dreariness. To be in an island,tion by ignoring them and whose good nature was irrepressible, found the strain of " non-fratting " in theirTheon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
